CHAPTER THIRTY-NINTH
I Am too Dull to Understand a Premonition
Fire" "* DeStrUCti°n °f *" Fifth
HOW shall I call that strange influence that tries to warn, to prepare? Many of us have had experience of this nameless something whose efforts are but rarely heeded    The something that one morning suddenly fills the mind with thoughts of some friend of the far past, who is almost entirely forgotten — persistent thoughts not to be shaken off.
You speak of the matter, and your family exclaim: " What on earth ever brought him to your mind ? " and that night you either hear of the old f riend's death or he sends you a letter from the other side of the world.
I had an acquaintance who one day found herself compelled, as it were, to talk of thefts, of remarkable robberies. She seemed unable to turn her mind to any other subject. If she looked at a lock, she thought how'easy it would be to force it; at a window, how readily a man might enter it. Her people laughed and told her she was hoodooed; but next day she was robbed of every jewel she had in the world. What was it that was trying dumbly to warn her?
It was on the ist of January that my mind became subject to one of those outside seizures. The snow was banked high in the streets — had been so for days. The unexpected sale of the house in Twenty-first Street had forced me to new quarters; I was at that moment in Twenty-fourth Street. As I raised my head from kissing my mother a Happy New Year, I remarked; "The
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